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Thou Richard fiiilc ;o th cD ukc of N o rfo lk e. 

And tell hi m priuiljiof our intent. 

You Edward fhall vr.to my Lord Ctbham, 

Wich.whom the Kentilhmen will willingly rife. 

In them I truft: for they are Souldiors, 
Wittie,courteous,liberaIl/uH of fpirit. 

While you are thus imploy'd, whacreftetb morei? 

But that I fceke occafionhow to rife. 

And yet the King not priuie to ray Drift, 

Nor any of the Houfe of Lane after. 

- Enter Gabriel. 

But ftay, what Newts? Why comm’ft thou in fuch 
pofte? 

Gabriel, The Qijcene, 

With all the Northernc Earles and Lords, 

Intend here to befiege you in your Caftle. 

She is hard by.wirh twentie choufand men: 

And thereforeforcifie your Hold,ray Lord. 

Torke. I,with my Sword. 

What ? think’ft rhou.that we feare them ? 

Edward and Richard, you ftia.Il flay with me. 

My Brother Mount ague (tail pofle to London, 

Let Noble waraicke,Cohham ,and the reft. 

Whom we haue left Protestors of the King, 
Withpowrefull Pcllicie ftrengthen themfelues. 

And truft not Ample Henry ,nor his Oathcs, 

Meant. Brother, I goc: He winne them,feare it not. 
And thus mod humbly I doe take my ieatie. 

Exit GMomtagtte, 

Enter (J\tortimer,andbH Brother. 

York. Sir /*>&»,and Sir Hugh Mortimer,mine Vnckles, 
You arc come to Sandall inahappiehoure. 

The Armie of the Queene mcanc to befiege vs. 

I obi. Shce fliall not neede, wee’le meete her in the 
field. 

Torke. What,with fiue thoufar.d men ? 

Bichard. I, with fine hundred,Fathcr,for aneede. 

A Womans general!; what fhould we feare ? 

A March afarre off. 

Edward. I htarc their Drumines: 

Let’s fet our men in order, 

And iffue forth,and bid them Battaile ftraight. 

TorkeJrUie men to twentie: though the otides be great, 

I doubt not, ViJekle.of our Vidioric. 
ManyaBattailehauel womte in France, 

When as the Enemie hath beetle tenne to one: 

Why fhould I not now haue the like fuccefle f 

Alarum. Exit, * 

Enter Rutland, andhit Tutor. 

Rutland. Ah, whit her fhall I flye,ro fcape their hands ? 
Ah Tutor,looke where bloody Clfford comes. 


Enter (Clifford. 

Clifford. Chaplaineaway.thy Priefthood faues thy life. 
As for the Brat of this accurfcd Duke, 

Whofe Father flew my Father,hcfhall dye. 

Tnt<%. AtidJ.myLord.wjli beare him company, 
Clifford. 5ouldicrs,away with him. 

Tutor. Ah Chiffordj-aitiriher not this innocent Child, 
Leafl thou be hated both of God and Man, Exit. 
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Clifford. How now# is he dead alr^> " 

Or i, it feare,that makes him dofcfc, 
lie open them. ? 5 * 

Rutland. So looks the penc-yp Lvon ^ l 

Thar trembles vnder his deuour ing Pawes * 

And fo he walkes, infulting o*re hisp rcv = 

And fo he comes,to rend his Limbes aiumU 
Ah gentle Clifford^ ill me with thy $ word ’ 

And not with fuch a cruell threatnine Look 
Sweet Clifford heare me fpeake,bcfore I dve^ 

I am too meane a fubieft for thy Wrath " ’ 

Be thou rcueng’d on men,and let me line 

w C Ff J - I^ainethonfpeak'ft^oore'soy. 

My Fathers blood hath ftopt the paffage * * 
Where thy words fhould enter. ° 

Rutland. Then let my Fathers blood open it, ■ 

He is a man,and Clifford cope with him. ° S1,1C > 
Clifford. Had I thy Brethren here, theirliues w l- 
Werc not reuenge fufficienc for me: 

No,if I digg’dvp thy fore-fathers Graucs, 

And hung their rotten Coffins vp inChaynes 
It could not flake mine ire,nor eafe my heart.* 

The fight of any of the Houfe of Torke, 

I s as a furic to torment my Soule: 

And till I root out their accurfed Line, 

And leauc not one aliuc,I liuc in Hell, 

Therefore— 

Rutland. Oh let me pray .before I take tnv death • 

T o thee I pray; facet Clifford piety me. 

Clifford. Such pitry as my Rapiers point affords 

Rutland. I neucr did thee haraie: why wilt thou Ihv 
me ? > 

Clfford. Thy Father hath. 

^ Rutland. But 'twas ere I was borne. 

Thou haft one Sonne, for his false piety me 9 
Leaft in reuenge thereof,fith God is iuft, 
Hebeasmiferably flaine as I, 

Ah,let me line inPrifonall my dayes, 

And when I giueoccafionof offence. 

Then let medye,for now thou hall no caufe, 

Clifford. No caufe ? thy Father flew my Fathcctherc- 
fore dye. 

Rutland. Dijfact ant laudit Jemma Jit tfta tut. 
Clifford. Plantagenet, I come Plantagenetf 
And this thy Sonnes blood dcauing to my Blade, 
Shall ruff vpon my Weapon,till thy blood 
Congeal’d with this,doe make me wipe off both. 


hit. 


oAlarum. Enter Richard, Duke of Torke. 


Yorkf. The Army of the Queene hath got the field; 
My Vnckles both are flaine, in refeuing me; 

And all my followers,to the eager foe 
Turne back,and flyejike Ships before the Wilkie, 
Or Lambes purfu’d by hunger-flarued Wolues. 

My Sonnes ,God knowes what hath bechanced them: 
But this I know,they haue demean'd themfelues 
Like men borne to Renowne.by Life orDeath. 
Three tiroes did Richard make a Lane tome, 

And thrice cry’de. Courage Father,fight it out: 

And full as oft came Edward to my fide. 

With Purple Faukhion,painted to the Hilt* 

In blood of thofe that had encountred him: 

And when the hardy eft Warriors did retyre, 
Richard cry’de,Charge,and eiue no foot of ground, 
And cry’dc, A Crowne,or elk a glorious Torobc, 
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ll chare’d againc: but out alas, 
tfitbth 18 _. in f as i haue feetie a S wan 
We bl ? dg ‘ t J c labour fwimme againft the Tydt, 
Wi* b0 , her fttength with ouer-aiatching Wanes. 

|pd fp en “ A Jhort Alarum within. 

l , r ke thefatall followers doe purfue, 

^hcacK j ^ canil0t flye their tune: 

! sin r n f on‘’,I would not fhunne their furie. 
"'"jSUte vp my Lift, 

T^® 31 fi {flay and here my Liic muff end. 

[frtCPlUU* 1 i > 

Enter the ftjueene, Clifford, Northnmherlmd, 
the pmg Prince M md SoaldUrs * 

, M Moody Clifford, rough Northumberland, 

, Ze vour quencHeffe fui is to move r ? ge; 
r lvour 3 utt,and I abide your Shot. 
yorthmb. Y tel d to ou r mercy .proud Plant agemt. 
Clifyrd, I,to fuch mercy,as his ruthleffe Artne 
,„;,L Jovene-righc payment,fliew’dvnto my Father, 
fij %em hath tumbled from his Carte, 

And made an Euening.atthe Noone-tide Prick. 

Take. My aflies*a* the Phcemx,may bring forth 
\Bird.tHa6 will reuenge vpon you all: 

A„d in that hope,I throw mine eyes to Heaucn, 
c w min” what ere you can afflidf me with. 
wj>V come you not ? what,mukicudcs,and tcare # 

Cliff So Cowards fight.when they can flye no further, 
So Dows doe peck theFauicons piercing Tallons, 

SodefptrateTheeiies,all Hdpeleflcof their Lines, 
greatbe °ut Inueiliues 'gainft the Officers. 

Take. Ghffhfford, but bethiuke thee once againe, 

Aad in thy thought ore-run my former time: 

Sai if thou canftjfor bluflVing.view this face, 

And bite thy congue } that flandert him with Cowardice, 
Whofe ftowne hath made thee faint and flye ere this. 

Clifford. I will not bandie with thee word for word. 
But buckler with thee blowes twice two for one. 

Queene. Hold valiant Clfford, for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while theTraytors Life: 

Wrath makes him deafe; fpcake thou Northumberland. 

Rortkvmh.il old Clfford, doe not honor him fo much. 
To prick thy finger, the ugh to wound his heart. 
Whatvalour were it,when aCurrc doth grinne. 

For one to thruli his Hand bet weene his T eeth. 

When he might fpurnc him with his Foot away ? 

Itis Wanes prize,to take all Vantages, 

And tenne toone,is no impeach of Valour. 

Clfford. I, I,,fo ftriues the Woodcocke with the 
Gynnc, 

Nertbumb. So doth the Connie flrugglc in the 
Net. 

fin^.Sotrtwmph Thecucs vpon their conquei’d Booty, 
SoTmemcnyceld with Robbers,fo o’re-matcht. 

Nortbumb. What would yourGracc haue done vnto 
hjmnow? 

Queene. Braue Warriors ,Clfford and Northumberland, 
Comemake him ftand vpon this Mole-hill here, 

That taught at Mountaincs with out-ftretehed Amies, 
’•ccparted but chcfliadow with his Hand, 

What,was it you that would be Englands King ? 

Ins t you thaL reuell'd in our Parliament, 

And made a Preachment of your highDefccnt ? 

\\ here ate your Meffe of Sonnes,to back you now. 

The wanton Edward, and the luftic George ? 


And where’s that valiant Crook-back Prodigie, 


Dickie, your Boy,that with his grumbling Yoifce 
Was wont to chcare his Dad in Mutinies ? 

Or with the reft,where is your Darling,^»//Wf 
Looke York* ft ftayn'd this Napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford ,with his Rspicrs point. 

Made ifluc from the Bofome of the Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

I ^iue dice this to dne thy Checkedwithall. 

Alas poore York*, bwt that I hate thee dcadiy, 

I fhoLiltl Jamebt chy mifeable Hate* 

I pry thee gueuc^to make me merry 

Whatjhath thy fierie heart fo parchc thine cntrayles, 

That not a 'Rare can fal!/dr Rntlands death ? 

Why art thoupaticn^man? thou fliouid'fi bemad; 

And l>ia make thee nud^doc mock thee thus*. i 

Stampe,raue,and frcC,tb.at I may fing and dance. 

Thou would J ft be fee’cU fee^to nuke me fport: 

York? cannot fpeake^nkfle he wcare a Crowne* 

A Crovvne fo vTork*; and Lords,how lowe to him: 

Hold you his haiids.vvhileftl doe fet icon, 

I man y Sir,now looker he like a King; 
j s this is he that tooke King Hznrm Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted Heire* 

But how is it^rhat great Plmtagenet 

Is crown'd fo foone^anti broke his folemneOatH? 

As I bethinkemt.yourtioiild not be King, 

Till ourKing Ihnrj had flaookc hands with Death- 
Aud^vill you pale your head in Henries Glory^ 

And rob his Temples of the Diademe^ 

Now in his Life, againft your holy Oath? 

Oh’tis a fault too too viipardonablc* 

Off with the Crownc;and with the Crown e,his Head* 
And whileft we bresthe^ake time to doe him dead. 

Cltford> That is my Office, for my Fathers fake- 

Queene* Nay flay* let's heare the Orizons hee 
makes. 

Torke. Shee-Wolfeof France* 

Bucworfe then Wolues of Fratice, 

Whofe Tongue more poyTons then the Adders Tooth ; 
How ill-befeeming is it in thy Sex^ 

To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, 

Vpon their Woes,whom Fortune captiimcs £ 

Cut that thy Face is Vizard-like^vnchanging, 

Made impudent with vfc of euill deedes. 

T would aflay,prowd Q^ccne,to make thee blufli* 

To tell thee whence thou canVft,of\vhom de> Su'd, 

Were fl-iame enough, to fhame chce^ 

Wert thou not fhamelcfle* 

Thy Father beares the type of King of Naples, 

Of both the SiciU,and lemfalem, 

Yet not fo wealthie as au EnglifliYeomaOd 
Hath that poore Monarch taught thee to infuk ? 

It needes not jnor it booces thee not,prowd Queene, 

Vnlefle the Adage mull: be verify'd, 

That Bcggets mounted,runne their Horfc to death* 

Tis Bcaatie that doth oft make Women prowd* 
BntGodheknowes^hy fib arc thereof isimalh 
Tis Vertuejthac doth mate them moft admir’d. 

The contrary,doth make thee wondred at* 
'TisGouernment that makes thcmfeemeDiuine, 

The want thereof,makes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to euery good, 

As the Antipodes are vnto vs* 

Or as the South to the Septentrion, 

Oh Tygres Heat rapt in a Womans Hide, 


How 


Wi 
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